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	1. Meet Annie

Normally, a ship of the size of witch I was traveling wouldn't have made me seasick. But after twelve storms, and a twister I wasn't doing so well. Plus I was pretty sure that the captain had been hitting the happy juice.

I slammed against the rail and then back against the side of the ship. The rain had soaked through my clothes and hair.

"Are We There Yet?" I yelled over the wind.

The captain ,who appeared to be napping at the time jerked awake yelling "Mommy! I didn't do it!"

I hit my face with my palm.

"When will we get to Outcast Island!?" I yelled.

"Someday!" He yelled back and resumed his nap.

I was about to reply but the boat rocked again and I smashed into the wall. I wiped the drops of water off my face and stalked off to the lower deck where my dragon was napping.

I dropped to the floor when the boat jerked again. I groaned, becoming very nauseous, and pulled out a piece of wood from my pocket, proceeding to carve it into the shape of a dragon ear.

I must have been silently carving with my Terror in my lap for a while, because before you knew it, I was sawing logs on the floor.

* * *

><p>"Annie... Annie... OH MY GOD! Is that a shirtless French guy on a Changewing?" a male voice yelled.<p>

That last part got my attention. My feet sprang into action, kicking around as I clawed at the wooden wall to my right.

I opened my eyes slowly, not surprised to see my best friend Harold standing before me with a gleam of amusement in his eyes.

"You perv," He teased showing my shoulder slightly.

"Yeah yeah yeah, why have you disturbed my slumber?" I asked in a booming voice.

"We're almost to Outcast Island." He said.

"Oh perfect! Uncle Al will be so exited to see us!" I said smiling.

"I'm sure he will be, but just remember. We haven't seen him in seven years, things might be different." Harold said kneeling down to the floor.

"You talking about those hot-headed Berkians kicking him off the island?" I asked, remembering stories of a man named Stoick.

"Well, sort of. I do know that the other Viking tribes are calling him, Alvin the Treacherous." He said.

I chuckled slightly at that, Alvin the Treacherous? He went to one of my moms tea parties when I was seven. That was the last time I saw him. He wrote to the family saying how honoured he would be if me and my real family would come visit him and Aunt Eva.

Alvin is my mom's brother, my real mom, who is no longer with us. And since I have eighteen brothers and sisters now that my dad's remarried. He just wanted me and Minnie to come, which is good, most of my new siblings are annoying shits. I also brought along the brother and sister Rue and Harold, since Harold is my best friend, and Rue's like one of those pocketknives that have all the different corkscrews and screwdrivers, you honestly never know when you'll need a Rue.

My other uncle Arthur, is Alvin's brother, and since we needed an adult to come with us, he decided to be the Caption. Which is a dangerous job for someone with as low an alcohol tolerance level as him.

"Where's Emerald? Emerald!" I yelled, scanning the floor for my Terror.

"She's on your head." Harold said, holding back laughter.

I (solely for Harold's amusement) tiptoed across the room with my dragon still on my head. I took a burlap sack full of apples and slowly emptied it. With one quick flash I shoved the sack over my head, waking up the grumpy dragon inside.

Harold was laughing like a total idiot. I was rolling around on the floor, screaming like a moron as Emerald clawed at my face.

I finally pulled the bag off my head, panting like a psycopath and giving Harold the eye twitch.

Emerald sprang towards him at her first chance and held onto his head. Clarly a little scared of me at that time.

"Well it looks like the dragon is on your face now." I said breathlessly.

The door creaked open, and our sisters jumped in. Each yelling 'Ha!' Like they had discovered us doing something we shouldn't have been.

"Aww man," Minnie said.

"We thought we were gonna walk in on you two getting it on!" Rue yelled.

"Not so loud Rue!" I hissed.

"I'M SORRY!" Rue yelled shaking her obnoxiously orange and curly hair "IS THIS LOUD ENOUGH FOR YOU?"

I face-palmed. "Rue! What do you want?" Harold asked.

"I want some food, I'm hungry, you know how to find any on this ship?" She asked causally.

"Did you try the kitchen?" I asked.

She pondered this for a moment. "No not really,"

"Well, I'm not a genius but... You could try there." Harold suggested.

"Whatever, you guys want anything?" She asked.

"No thanks, I'm good." Minnie said.

"I'll get something later," Harold said.

"Could you find me an orange doll?" I asked.

"Sure thing," Rue said walking out the door.

* * *

><p>"Your Majesty Princess Anastasia Elizabeth Destiny Rene Marton III," We have arrived at 'hic' Outcast Island." Uncle Arthur said.<p>

Oh, there's just one thing I forgot to mention. After my mom died, my dad married the Queen of Gothel.

I stepped off the boat with Emerald on my shoulder and gasped.

What happened to this beautiful Island?

I shuddered.

"Berkians..." I said through gritted teeth.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: This is actually the third time I've posted a first chapter. I'm sorry but, even though I say 'I'm alright with flames, it drives me to rewriting every single time :/ Sorry but, I'm a new writer and this is my story. It's not like other self inserts, this one has a lot of twists. And all my friends wanted OCs so... There's Rue and Minnie for you. But those are the only OCs I'll introduce for the majority. This is not tied to my first story so... Harold isn't evil... Or is he? OoOOOOoooooOOOoOOOoooooOOoOoooo...**


	2. The Walk

**A/N: Sorry for the wait, but I've been very busy playing Halo with my cousins. If you guys have any ideas for the story I'd love to hear them.**  
><strong>Disclaimer: We are but humble fangirls and own nothing but the warped ideas that come from the Big Bags of Weird we fondly refer to as our brains. DreamWorks, we salute you for doing a more serious job with HTTYD than we have...<strong>  
><strong>Disclaimer<strong>**：****I ripped that previous disclaimer off an amazing Doctor Who author named BeansandBondageChairs. Look up her stories if you have the chance or want to. I also don't own Frozen**

I shuddered.  
>"Berkians..." I said through gritted teeth.<p>

"What is up on the island homies?" Rue asked, getting a piggyback ride from Arthur.

"The island looks like total crap!" I yelled. Sure it's never been the prettiest island in the sea, but it was still beautiful.

"What the hell happened?" Minnie asked.

"I'm gonna assume it was either wild dragons, or the Hairy Hooligan tribe." Harold said, picking up a chunk of dirt and dropping it through his fingers into the wind.

"I'll kill em, I'll kill them all!" Rue hissed, parking Arthur.

We all stood there on the gangplank. Our hair rippling in the wind slightly, and the sky darkening. We would have stood in that awesome stance for a while if it weren't for a deafening explosion coming from the other side of the island.

"C'mon guys." I said, putting Emerald on my shoulders.

"Where are we going?" Rue asked.

"Were gonna go kick names, and take ass!" I said.

"I think you mean-" Harold started.

"Don't contradict me Harold!" I yelled.

"Yes sir!" He yelled.

The look I shot him would have stunned a lesser man.

"It's about a days walk from here to the other side of the beach. Remind me not to get a drunken fool as captain next time, but Arthur's wasted, and none of us know how to steer a ship, so. We walk." I said.

"Awwwww... I hate walks." Rue said.

"Deal with it sis." Harold said. Did I mention I love Harold. As a friend of course.

I started walking, the ashes were crunching under my feet, but Rue wasn't gonna keep quiet for long.

"What if we die? I mean, why are we going towards the explosion." She asked.

"Because, there may be something worth seeing over there." I said.

"Like who? Santa Clause?" Rue asked.

"See! Now your catching on!" I said.

And so, we were off.

"Annnnnie... We've been walking for hours!" Rue groaned.

"I said it was going to be a while." I said.

"I have to whiz." She said.

"Rue! I asked you about that twenty minuets ago." I hissed.

"I didn't have to go then..." She droned.

"Everyone says that!" Minnie said.

"I think Arthur's unconscious." Harold said.

I turned around to discover that this was true. "That's fine, once he sobers up, he'll make his way to the Great Hall." I declared.

"Okay." Harold said suspiciously.

Hours crawled by like years, and we had to stop for Rue to whiz like eight times. We told her she should stop drinking so much of our OJ but Rues will be Rues.

It was way past midnight when we finally got to a point when we could see the village. It didn't look much better than the rest of the Island. Buildings made from dark mouldy wood, rusty bars, and sheets of iron.

"Welcome, to hell." Rue sneered, throwing her arms out in front of her.

"Hit the nail right on the head." Minnie said.

"It's not so bad, guys." I said, sliding down the hill.

Emerald had fallen asleep on my shoulders a long time ago, and was now draped around my shoulders like a scarf.

"Oy! Savage!" I yelled at the sleeping guard in front of the great hall.  
>He snorted a sort of irritated groan and opened his eyes.<p>

Most people waking up to a group of people such as the one in front of Savage would slink silently back into their house and call 911, but not this guy, oh no, this guys remembered his bosses Flesh and Blood from the portrait of the two families.

"Anastasia!" He yelled, "Here! Now? In the middle of a war?"

"Woah woah, shortie." Rue started (she referred to most people as such cuz she towered above everyone) "What war?"

"The Berzerkers." Savage explained.

If I were drinking water at the time I would have spit it out in a dramatic shocked way.

"Dagur?" I hissed "The Deranged!?"

"Why do you know him?" Harold asked.

"I dated him!" I yelled.

I pulled the door open as hard as I could, peeled my fancy princess shoes off my feet, and took off sprinting down the hallways.

I hadn't walked those halls in years so it was surprising how easy I was navigating my way through them. The fading footsteps of my companions could be heard behind me, but none of them were that fast. Even if they were I doubted that they could pull off 'Girl trying to escape from her homicidal ex-boyfriend' finally got to the set of doors I was looking for. I knocked hard four times and it was almost instantaneous that a older looking man opened the door.

"It's a guuuuurl." He sneered like a five year old.

"And you're a smelly old man, now move over, Grandpa, I've got to talk to my aunt." I said.

"You must be Alvin's niece, what a pleasure." He said sarcastically.

"And you must be at least a million years old, the pleasure is all mine." I snapped, pushing through the doors.

"You won't find much of Miss Eve in here." He said.

"Yeah Sheep Boy? And why not?" I asked scanning the war-strategy room (my aunt's favourite).

"Because, you probably sailed through her on your way here. I'll go fetch your uncle." He said closing the door. His sheep bahing in the distance.

I was left alone in compleat darkness as I let the intensity of what I just heard sink in. My aunt was dead.  
>And I'd heard about it from a crusty old man, with hygiene issues. The room was entirely deserted except me. There was a sheet over the giant scale replica of the archipelago, and wooden boards over the windows. I couldn't help but wonder what that old man was doing in this dark room, alone with his sheep.<p>

'Clear the thoughts Annie! Clear the thoughts!' I thought to myself.

I leaned against a wall and closed my eyes to stop the tears from falling. Girls like me don't cry, we punch things and watch explosions with unexplainable pleasure. I wouldn't have gotten much crying done anyway because as no sooner had fell to my knees that the door creaked open behind me.

I turned around, expecting one of my friends to have finally found where I'd run off to, but instead was met by someone entirely different.

" 'Ello Anna," A scratchy voice said.

"Uncle Al!" I yelled standing up.

"I see you found your way to Outcast Island alright." He sad, opening the door gesturing me to walk out of this dark, depressing room.

"Yeah, Arthur's a total drunkard, but we walked for most of the way." I sad stepping into the light.  
>"Is your sister here?" He asked.<p>

"Yeah, Most likely somewhere around here." I said looking at the floor, the question of the whereabouts and possible death of my aunt was bound to come up soon.

"So, you found out ab'at your aunt." If it were possible for the male members of my family to show any emotion at al he might have been frowning. "I didn't want you to find out this way."

"It's fine, she's in Valhalla now." I said.

"I see someone's been studying their Viking history." If it were possible for the male members of my family to show any emotion he might have been smiling. "I see you've met Mildew." He gestured to the blob of skinny old blarg behind him.

"Pleasure as always to meet a man who witnessed the creation of time." I said curtsying.

Alvin actually laughed at this, he picked up a torch from the dark stone wall and began walking down the long hallway. "Common Anna, I'll tell you all about the scrimmage between me and your ex partner."

I reddened at this. "We, I mean we weren't, we weren't partners." I said following him down the halls.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Sorry for not updating in forever, I don't have internet on my iPad anymore so I have to work on it five minuets at a time at school. Any Ides? Any at all?**


	3. Yikes, Where are my friends?

"So I came up with the perfect plan to lure this twit into my clutches." Alvin started. "And it worked."

"It did?" I asked. "Is he here?"

"Sadly no." Alvin said. "He got away."

"Ouch," I said.

"But alas, I have a new, highly thought out, plan." Alvin said, pulling a scroll from his belt and handing it to me.

"Step one," I read. "Acquire target's friend's dragons."

"See that Mildew? She can even read our alphabet." Alvin said, giving the old man a slight shove.

"Have you done this yet?" I asked.

"Indeed I have." He said puffing his chest out.

"Sweet." I said cracking my knuckles.

The amount of revenge seeking fire coursing through my veins was unhealthy. I'm not even sure why I wanted revenge so badly, it was like some instinct, or family tie.

But fungus's [insert sheep noise here]ing interrupted my hate fire.

"What Fungus means to say is-" Mildew started.

"Woah! You can understand it? I wish I could do that..." I said abruptly.  
>A sort of unnerving silence followed. There may in fact have been crickets chirping, although this was most likely my imagination.<p>

Mildew cleared his throat, "What Fungus means to say is that, although we've enjoyed you giving your life story to your niece, we still have the small matter of a Berzerker Bombardment."

I could see by the dim torchlight that Alvin hated to be corrected. But I could also see that he agreed with Mildew. "Right..." He said. "Annie, Mildew will show you to where the dragons are being kept."

I sort of squealed, the only dragons in Gothel were these little ones called Terrible Terrors, like the one sleeping on my shoulders, I'd read about all the other ones (my favourite was the Whispering Death) but I'd never seen one in person.

"If the boy shows up, that will be the first place he goes, if and when he shows up, do your thing." Alvin said.

I smiled, I was a little surprised Alvin still knew about my "thing", it was my biggest secrete.

By now you are most likely wondering where my friends were, and probably consider me an awful leader for abandoning my team to go talk to my auntie about my boy problems, but halfway down the hallway, listening to Mildew get into a deep, one-sided conversation with his sheep, when I froze.

I remembered leaving my team in the dust and having no idea where they are. Plus I kind of have a problem with authority, and watching this old man lead me though these halls was completely infuriating.

I slipped though a stray tunnel and went on the hunt for my companions. As it turns out, I wasn't going to see my friends for a long long time so I'm going to cheat a little bit, this is a story of a girl (me) who goes to visit her relatives, during a war, and meets a guy who is from another tribe, and shit goes down, but a very important part of the story happens at a place where I was not. So I'm going to tell you what happened. (Paraphrasing of corse)

"Annie!" Harold yelled one last time before stopping. But he was not match, for I had an embarrassing ex not very far away from me, and had walked these halls before.

"It's no use Harold, Annie's got her super serious social life to protect." Minnie said, clearly pissed off.

"Well, what are we supposed to do in the meantime?" Rue asked.

"Why don't we step outside? I can still see the front door from here, and we wouldn't want to get lost in here." Harold suggested.

"What a fine idea, brother of mine." Rue said.

And so they strut through the doors opening them like they were about to go to some serious after-coronation-party, but were immediately met with fire.

"Oh-" Minnie started.

"Fiddlesticks!" Rue interrupted her.

"Hello friends, my name is Dagur." Their leader said, gesturing to the hundreds of people pointing crossbows at the teens.  
>"Oh-" Rue started.<p>

"Fiddlesticks." Minnie finished.

"This makes no sense." Harold said, blinking as if this may have been just an illusion. "We were just here."

"We know," Dagur said "How do you think we found you. But we won't hurt you. As long as you answer this question. Do any of you know a young woman named Anastasia Marton?"

That is how (I think) Rue, Minnie, and Harold got kidnaped by Dagur.

I was terrified, the great hall wasn't that big, but I had run around the entire place without seeing hide or hair of any of my companions.

Mildew must have noticed I was gone by now, or he wouldn't have fallen asleep in one of the rooms I was searching. He probably thought I'd been murdered by a dragon or something like that.

I was getting pretty tired as well, but I wasn't gonna give up on finding my friends. Even if it meant sprinting around a smelly dark building, in the middle of the night, with jet lag, and a dragon sleeping on my shoulders.

After about two hours of searching I began to panic, they wouldn't leave me, would they? I don't think so. Maybe Rue would, but it would just be to find some new brand of French cheese for us. Although I doubted that there were good cheese shops on Outcast Island, and even if there were I doubted that she was stupid enough to go cheese shopping in the middle of a war. Why am I talking about cheese? Now I want cheese.

I flung the front door open and breathed heavily into to dark wind. The lights of dawn were just starting to make an appearance. I looked to both my sides and sighed.

Then I heard it, a laughter. I'd heard it somewhere before. It was a laughter of someone who would say that they didn't have an umbrella to lend you when actually they had several and they just wanted to see you get wet.

It was the laughter of someone I hope you never meet. Dagur the Deranged.

"Bring it on." I whispered.

**A/N: All I can say is that I'm so sorry for the long time in between updates. Here's a waffle for your troubles ###**


	4. Night Fury?

"Bring it on." I whispered.

"Is that a challenge?" his voice said, coming out of the dark partially.

"Show yourself like a real man!" I yelled, swatting a few bushes.

"Maybe I'd act more like a real man, if you'd treat me like one." He said, showing his disgusting face, though some dense shrubbery.

"Well maybe I'd treat you like a real man, if you acted like one." I said, drumming my ten, razor sharp, nails on my side.  
>"Well maybe I'd,-... Don't try to confuse me!" He said.<p>

I winced as one of my nails brushed against my wrist, causing it to bleed. I really shouldn't file my nails so sharp that it's possible I could kill myself in my sleep.

"What do you want?" I asked, licking my wrist.

"First of all, I want you to stop doing that, secondly, I want the Night Fury." He said.

"Eh heh, what does this have to do with me?" I asked.

"Not everything is about you, you self absorbed twit!" He said.

"Oh please, honey, you don't think I know that, what I want to know is why you are declaring war against my uncle. Did your daddy not hug you enough in your childhood?"

"Haha, very funny. " dagger crosses his arms, Annie put on her best poker face and went on. "Or did your mamma drop you on you head when you were little?" At this point Dagur was furious.

"You think you sooooo clever don't you? Well that's what I like in a woman" Dagur leaned forward, lips puckerd and all.

I thought I might be sick... "You don't want to kiss this princess, I think I'm coming down with something." I made a huge exaggeration out of sneezing to my right, "accidentally" kneeing him in the bread basket.

He groaned, limping a few paces back. "I hate you, you're ugly." He spit out.

I almost replied, but it would be a waste of breath, which I needed, since the life expectancy from where I came from didn't go past 30. Which is one of the reasons I came here, there are guys cracking 60 who can still throw a bola like a 20 year old.

He limped away, and I didn't try to stop him, I wasn't gonna get my answers with him.

What I needed was sleep, and since I had been up all night running around, no place seemed more fit to sleep than the very ground I was on.

I woke up to a claw of a Terrible Terror scratching against my face. I opened one eye, to see Emerald, clearly not okay with my nap, I sat up.

"Hey girl, do you think Alvin noticed I was gone yet?" I asked stretching.

That's when my vision went black. "Woah! What the-" I asked, clawing at midair, as I was sharply dragged off my feet, and rushed away.

I might have used a few swear words, and branches and thorns scratched at my arms and legs as my attacker brought me into the forest. After a few minuets of fierce battle it finally dropped me on the ground.

Who ever it was ripped a tiny sack off my head and took a step back, admiring his handiwork.

I must have looked like a psychopath, sitting cross legged, my hair messed up from being shoved in a tiny bag, and the look on my face, I'm surprised that he wasn't terrified.

"Shh...shh, babe, you're in shock." He said, with a smile that I guess was supposed to impress me.

"What did you call me?" I asked.

"Hey Hiccup? Come here. Look what I found. I saved her from Alvin." He said puffing his chest out and calling to a companion of his.

"Snotlout, it's to early for any of these things." A voice said from the other side of their 'camp'. A boy with extreme bed-head, green eyes, and a prosthetic foot. He was a bit scrawny, very freckled, and wasn't really eye candy, but I mean, you know, he was cute.

"You did not save me," I said, brushing myself off. "You kidnaped me, and dragged me into the forest."

"But, Alvin-" the buff one started.

"Is my birth mother's older brother. Which makes him my uncle, which makes me his niece, which makes any enemy of his, an enemy of mine." I hissed. "Don't look so scared, I'm not gonna hurt you. He's after someone else. Who did he call it...? Oh yes. The Haddock Boy."

They both looked at me like I was, I don't even know, but it was suspicious.

The skinny one's pupils dilated, his breaths were uneven and choppy. I had a decision to make. Was it worth it? Absolutely.

"Oh my god, do you guys smell that?" I asked, sounding alarmed, "It's a forest fire."

That's where he made his mistake. My smug look must have given away my bluff, but it didn't matter, I'd gotten what I needed.

"You know, in the event of a natural disaster, a mother would instinctively look at her child. I know that neither of you are mothers, and I am in no way implying that you are, but you do have something precious do you, don't you." I said, sidestepping over. To a wall, clearly handcrafted and made to cover something. "Let's see what's behind this wall, shall we?"

I pulled myself up the rock, and sat on top. It was quite a sight. I don't know what I expected, but a sleeping Night Fury, was not on the list.

"Is that a bloody Night Fury?" I gasped.

"He's bleeding?" The cute one asked.

"No, bloody means- I don't really know, it's just something we say." I shrugged. "What did you say your name was?"

"Snotlout," The Buff one said.

"I'm Tuffnut," The other one said.

"So which one of you owns that, fascinating dragon." I asked.

"Why should we tell you?"  
>"He does!" Snotlout said.<p>

I walked over to him. "You want to run your name by me again? Was it Hadock actually? You must have misheard me the first time I asked for your name." He was up against a wall now, and I wasn't stoping.

"He said, look for the boy with the Night Fury but that wasn't it. Someone's been a little to careful about the location of their camp. You see, most people would camp away from a place where their enemy was living, furthermore during a war, with someone you obviously know, otherwise your companion wouldn't have waited until after Dagur was done threatening me, since Dagur isn't that muscular, and since I've been making you nervous in my last speech you haven't noticed the Outcast Soldiers surrounding the camp." I said.

Snotlout cursed in old Norse, as he noticed the people with crossbows surrounding the camp.

"How did you-" Snotlout started.

"My dragon, she's a Terror, with a very keen sense of smell, it would have been better to take us both, but since you left her behind, I guess you're Alvin's now." I said, a bit surprised by my own words, I wasn't that mean, was I? But images of my favorite Aunt's cold lifeless body flooded my mind, and guilt stopped. But it wasn't their fault, was it? It didn't really matter anyway because,

"Right you are Annie, except I'm not Alvin, and your dragon did not lead us to your camp." A voice said.

I recognized the voice.

"Well mother f- Thor." I said, realizing it probably wasn't polite to swear if you were considered a 'princess'.

"Dagur," the Haddock boy said.

"You had to know that we would catch up with you eventually, it's not like you were gonna outrun us in the end." Dagur said, putting a knife to the boy's throat.

I almost felt bad for him, he'd been threatened by a lot of people today.

"You too, Annie, did you really think that I would just leave you." He asked, not keeping his eyes off him.

"I guess you're just too clever for me, Dagur, alright. Take me." I crossed my arms in front of me. "Wait, there was another one."

"Snotlout!" Haddock yelled, despite Dagur quickly pushing his arm against his throat, cutting off his air.

I looked up to see Snotlout, RIDING on the Night Fury. "Don't worry, Hicc, I'll bring help."

I think he was trying to say something, but with his air cut off, all he could do was mouth things.

"Dagur, you are sick." I hissed.

He dropped the boy who quickly scampered to his feet, wheezing like my aunt Gertrude, after smoking twelve ounces of tobacco.

"I may be sick, but at least I'm not you!" He whispered, smiling in his nasty, deranged way. "We're going on a trip, to see an old friend, won't that be fun?"

* * *

><p><strong>Hope you liked the new chapter.<br>**


	5. Damsel in Distress

His smug look was the worst part of my day, and so far that day my best friends had been taken who knows where by who knows who, I'd been dragged to a camp where the sole enemy of my Uncle was, then thought I had cornered him only to discover that my ex boyfriend had decided to take us both prisoners of war.

Still, the smirk on the Haddock boy's face as we were both hurried onto a ship , was just horrid.

Dagur rushed to his side, taunting us. "Watch the girl, Hiccup, she has a plan."

"Does she, now?" He asked, raising an eyebrow at me.

"I always have a plan." I said, running my tongue over my top teeth.

"She's craaaaaaaaaazy..." Dagur whispered.

"I'm not crazy, you're the one with Deranged in your title. They call me Annie the Observant, for obvious reasons, what do they call you?" I asked.

"Dagur the Deranged, because I'm not afraid to mess up little girl's faces who irritate me." Dagur said, running his fingers along the back of my neck.

"If that's your attitude, you'd better change your tittle to Dagur the Prisoner in Gothel's dungeons." I said, swiveling my head to both sides once we got to the boat, taking everything in.

"HAROLD!" Minnie yelled

"I'm right here Minnie." Harold said rubbing his head.

"I have a headache." Rue said. "Harold! Make it go away!"

"I'm not a leader, guys!" Harold felt around his pitch black surroundings.

"You're the best we've got, please..." Minnie said, crawling about.

"Actually, my brother is terrible under pressure." Rue said, igniting a small piece of wood on fire, and lighting up her freckled face and wild red hair.

"How did you make that fire?" Minnie asked scooting towards the light.

"Pyromaniac." Harold and Rue said in unison.

"Ah." Minnie replied.

Everyone got near the light.

"Where are we?" Minnie asked.

"Why the hell would you ask a question like that?" Rue asked tossing the flaming stick to the ground, witch Harold quickly tried to recover. "We woke up in a dark nowheresville with no idea where we were, why would you ask where we were?"

"I don't know, I just sort of seemed right." Minnie said, looking away from the fire.

Some more, much brighter light spilled into the room, temporarily blinding the teens.

A large stone had been moved aside, making the contents of the room more visible. The room itself was either the size of a very small bathroom or a very large closet. Entirely made of stone with a few pieces of rock and wood littering the floor. The two men at the door looked mean, like they wanted to drive by you when it was raining and get water splashed all over your new coat.

"That one." The larger guard said pointing to the pile of scared teenager on the floor

The small, slender one threw down his helmet and scoffed as it bounced to the floor. "Would it kill you to be more specific?" He asked.

"The red haired one." He grunted, insisting on pointing to no one in particular.

"Better, you've eliminated one possible outcome." He said.

"The male!" He said and Harold flinched, as he was the only red haired male in the premises.

He scooted back to the furthest corner of the cell, while Minnie attempted to make a human wall, that the thinner guard promptly pushed through while advancing towards Harold.

"Don't touch my brother!" Rue hissed.

He grunted in response and grabbed Harold's upper arm.

"I'd love to join you dude, really I would, but uh... Bad news, my mom won't let me go off with strangers." He said, biting his lip in fear.

The man forced him to his feet and pressed a knife to his throat. "Now sweet hearts," He said, addressing Minnie and Rue, "If either of you try to play hero, I'm going to stab your friend here, and don't think I won't do it because he is what we came for, plenty of places to aim that won't kill him."

Harold squeezed his eyes shut as the man put his palm in between his shoulder blades and shoved him forward.

He turned around wincing. "Where exactly am I go-"

"MOVE!"

"Alright alright!" He said, putting his hands up as they led him up a stone stair case, attempting to give the girls one last look, as if to say, 'I'll be fine.' Even though he was 76.4% sure he wouldn't be.

His eyes adjusted to the light, and he found that what he suspected to be a cave, was actually an enormous war ship. Seriously, the ship had actual shops, and battle dummies, full freaking developments, and it must have had about eight masts, one of witch the two men were walking towards.

They arrived at one witch must had been as thick as a door at least. The large one grabbed Harold's shirt collar and shoved him against the mast.

He leaned forward a bit, only to be shoved back against the mast, as the smaller one wrapped a length of rope around his waist, trying his torso to the mast.

"What the hell are you doing?" He asked being shoved against the mast again.

"I'm tying you to the mast," he said, irritated.

"Yeah, I got that. But why?" He asked, shoved against the mast yet again.

"Dagur's orders." The big one grunted.

"Oh, so I'm the damsel in distress now?" He asked, not even displaying an emotion as he was shoved again.

"Apparently." The smaller one said, Harold had decided to call him Shortie.

"Brilliant..." Harold muttered, as the larger one, (Fluffy) lazily wrapped a belt around his wrists in front of him.

"Are you having trouble?" He asked Shortie who was struggling with the simple task of tying a knot.

"I'm fine." He grunted.

"Really, cuz if you tied a square knot it would-"

"DONT TELL ME HOW TO DO MY JOB!"

"Okay, chill." He said, scratching his head with his wrists, for Fluffy had somehow managed to get fasten a belt around them.

Shortie stood up, muttering to himself, as Fluffy left to find something better to do. "No hard feelings, right?" He asked Harold, in a bored tone.

"Nah, it's cool, people do this to me all the time." Harold said, observing everything that he could from his position.

Shortie glared at him, as he raised his hands defensively. "If you don't want a sarcastic answer, then don't ask a stupid question."

He sat down on a pile of barnacle encrusted ores, sharpening his knife as he stared menacingly in Harold's direction.

Harold was beginning to wonder how long this guy could go without blinking when a plump man carrying a screaming carrier pigeon ran up to him.

"Sir!" He said, clearly out of breath. "I've received a pigeon, from Dagur."

"Calm down Berry, do you need a drink of water?" Shortie asked.

"No I'm fine." He said, continuing to pant.

"Did he pick up the package?" Shortie asked.

"Wait, what's the package?" Harold asked.

Berry turned towards Harold, gasping for air. "Some girl named Annie, and a boy named Hiccup, why do ask? Are you a hostage?"

Harold pondered this for a moment. "Yeah I guess I am."

"No matter!" Shortie asked, "Did he get them!?"

"It's the strangest thing sir." Berry said. "They've escaped."

Harold smiled, brushing his hair out of his eyes. "That's my girl." He said under his breath.

Unfortunately he that was the wrong thing to say to these men.

"Is she now?" Shortie asked.

"Crap!" Harold said.
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	6. A Favor Owed

"Why are you following me!" I asked, running through the dense forestry as fast as my legs could carry me.

"I can't think of any better idea." The Haddock boy said, tripping over almost everything.

"Why do you keep tripping?" I asked, ducking a huge fallen tree.

"Prosthetic foot." He said, pulling his foot up and hoping on one foot for a few feet, then putting it back on the ground.

"Wonderful. Now you can go back to your little Island, and leave me alone." I said.

"That's the problem," He started. "I have no way of getting back, my dragon can't fly without a rider, and he's back on Berk, all the other dragons on the island are locked in Alvin's dungeons."

"So?" I asked.

"So, I can't do anything about it. You're Alvin's niece. You could get me in there, then I'll leave, you'll never have to see me again." He said.

"And why don't I just leave you here for Dagur or you're family to find?" I asked.

"You know what?" He said.

"What?" I asked, stopping running, and turning around.

"You have gotten me in so deep today, Dagur would have killed us both eventually, and you would have let him, I know you are with Alvin on this whole, war thing, but no one, and I mean NO ONE, would ever act like such a compleat-" He hesitated. "Bitch, to someone they had just met, I don't know what your problem is, and frankly, I don't care, but I think you could find it in your heart somewhere to get me this dragon."

I thought over his words for a minute, I guess they were true, it was my fault he didn't have a dragon, and it was my responsibility to make up for that.

"Okay, I'm sorry." I said, looking down at my feet. "I can get you in. But I can't ensure that Alvin won't find you, and if he does, there's not a whole lot I can do to stop him from... What was it he wanted from you?" I asked.

"To train his dragons." He said.

I pondered this for a moment. "He could have just asked Minnie for that, she's been studying dragons for as long as I can remember, of course we only have these little guys in Gothel," I stroked Emerald who was crawling around my shoulders. "But anyways, I can get you to the dungeons." I met his eyes. "If you can teach me how to ride them."

Dagur boarded the war ship kicking small pieces of metal around and cursing in several languages.

"Sir! We have news!" Shortie said, running up to Dagur.

"What! Because I could really use some good news." He hissed.

Shortie leaned in and whispered. "I think the boy may be closer to Anastasia than we thought."

"How close?" Dagur whispered.

He leaned in even closer. "See for yourself."

Dagur nodded, understanding what that meant, and they both looked across the ship at Harold who smiled awkwardly, and waved.

"So..." Dagur said, once he had walked over to Harold. "I thought that you's be pleased to know that we have killed your friend Anastasia."

Harold flinched for a second, then raised an eyebrow. "Really?" He asked in a sarcastic tone.

"Damn it Killian, I thought you said that this would work." Dagur said, kicking another piece of metal.

"Uh... Can I go home now?-" Harold asked, but was cut off by Dagur slamming his forearm into his throat, (an activity Dagur quite enjoyed based on recent events).

Dagur looked him up and down, trying to find something that he could use for his plans.

He came across a single leather string that was mostly concealed under his shirt. He pulled on it to reveal a sort of necklace with the Gothel coat of arms carved into a dark piece of wood.

"What's this?" He asked.

"I couldn't tell you, your arm is blocking my windpipe!" Harold choked out.

He brought his arm down and walked a few paces, before turning around and abruptly hitting him in the side of the head with his fist, knocking him unconscious.

Dagur pulled up Harold's sleeve and carved his knife into his uper arm, soaking the necklace in blood.

"Take this to the girls, then ask about Annie and the boy's relationship." He told Killian who nodded.

As soon as Dagur was out of sight he passed on these orders to Berry.

"Are you sure you want me to do this? Berry asked.

"Of course. Just toss the necklace to the ground and improvise." He said, pushing him to the staircase.

He gulped and went forward.

Killian started checking his reflection in the blade of a knife when he couldn't help but glance at Harold, who had fallen to his knees with his head slumped towards the ground. He kept muttering something over and over, but Killian couldn't hear it.

Eventually, curiosity got the best of him and he went over and lifted his head with the back of his knife.

"Dragons?" Killian asked, for that's what Harold was saying. "Curious."

But Killian's thinking was interrupted by a shrill screaming voice that he thought was coming from one of the girls, but a few minuets later, Berry came up the stairs and the little hair that was left on his head was on fire.

He was screaming like a newborn baby and Killian lifted half of his coat collar and turned away trying to stifle his laughter.

The two girls staggered up the stairs after him, temporarily blinded by the light.

People, upon noticing the girls had escaped, gathered around to see what would happen.

Killian stood up staring at the girls menacingly with the knife in his hand.

Rue cracked her knuckles and walked right up to him. "You wanna fight gorgeous? Let's fight." She said.

He smiled, flashing the suns reflection on his knife towards her.

"Put the knife down and face me like a man." Rue said, rolling up her cream coloured sleeves.

"Well, okay... But don't expect me to go easy on you just because you're a girl-" The second he dropped his knife Rue let lose an enormous battle cry and slammed her shoulder into his chest, driving him across the wooden deck, causing the people that were crowding to move aside so that she could keep going.

She finally made it to the side of the boat and dumped him over the side, holding him off the side of the boat by his elbows.

While most of the ship's inhabitants were distracted by this, Minnie ran up to Harold, who was still unconscious but seemed to still be in a lot of pain.

She grabbed the side of his head and tilted it back and fourth, focusing on the bruise forming on the corner of his eye, her face boiling with rage.

She dropped his head and turned around, not focusing on the melodramatic dialogue between Rue and Killian.

Dagur came marching towards the huddle to see what was going on and without a moments hesitation Minnie punched him as hard as she possibly could in the face.
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End file.
